"MARSE HENRY"

I do not wonder that men march joyously to
battle and death to drum and fife squeaking and
rattling The Girl I Left Behind Me. It may be a
long way to Tipperary, but it is longer to the end
of the tether that binds the heart of man to the
cradle songs of his nativity. With the cradle songs
of America the name of Stephen Collins Foster
"is immortal bound," and I would no more dis-
honor his memory than that of Robert Burns or
the author of The Star-Spangled Banner.
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